


















YOUTWS COMPANION. 





Published Weekly, by N. Witurs, Vo. 19, Wa 








No. 33 


AND SABBATH SCHOOL RECORDER. 


ter-Street, Boston—Wua. Hype, Portland, Me. Ag 





—— 


do. 


ent....Price $1, 00 a year, in advance; or $1, 25 if not paid in a 


uary I, 1836, 











BOSTON, Jan ‘¢ Vol. EX. 

















BUNGALOW, OR SCHOOL-HOUSE, IN CEYLON, 


them. She used also to read the scriptures to her | pleasant walk—there was not a cloud to be seen 
father and mother and to pray before them. Her | in the sky— 
grand-father, who died afew days before her, | 
was a very wicked man, and pulled her by the | All below was harmony and love. 
hair and beat her because she read and prayed.| The nightingale’s song was gently ascending 
This she bore patiently; but continued to read |in melodious accents to mingle with the music of 
and pray as before. When very ill I visited | the spheres, that thrilled the vast expanse with its 
her. She told me she was going to heaven. | harmonious sounds. Every thing pleased the eye, 
I was not in the house when she died. Her | delighted the ear, and filled the heart with joyful 
mother told me something about her last moments. | emotions. The appointed time was approaching, 
‘ She prayed,’ said she, ‘ was silent and died.’ —_| when the flame of friendship which existed in the 
And now, my dear children, what do you say? ; hearts of these youth, and which had grown lan- 
Are you willing tocomply with the request I have | guid for the want of each other’s company the 
made that you will form yourselves into Mission- | few hours past, were to be rekindled, and were to 
ary Societies for the purpose of sending the gos-| blaze with their accustomed brightness. Supper 
pel to the heathen? I entreat you not to tell me, |is over. Ellen asks permission of her mother to 
nay. I entreat you by the last great command of | go and meet Louisa, as she had promised—permis- 
your Saviour, ‘ Go into all the world and preach | sion is granted—Ellen quickly prepares herself 
the gospel to every creature,’ that yout will not | and sets off, with none to accompany or protect 
tell me, nay. I entreat you by all the miseries of | her, but with a confidence in Him, who defends 
the poor heathen, who must soon be in everlasting | the innocent—consoles the distressed, and ‘ gives 
burning unless you do something in their behalf; |the troubled conscience ease.’-—In her solitary 
I entreat you by all the solemnities of your dying | walk through the beauteous forest, illuminated by 
hours, as well as by the solemnities of that awful | the pure radiance of the moon, and the feeble glim- 
day when you must meet the heathen a the bar | mering of the stars, she fell into a reverie—a train 
of God; I entreat you, as you will answer it to} of deep meditation. She reasoned and thought 
God your final judge, and as you will answer it ‘thus, with herself: ‘How benevolent is my God! 
even to me, who may on that day be called to tes- | He gives me kind parents—affectionate friends— 


Brilliantly shone the stars above, 











8. 8. MISSIONARY ASSOCIATIONS. 

With an Address to Sabbath School Children in the 
United States, on the subject of their engaging in 
the work of Foreign Missions—by Rev. Joun Scup- 
per, M. D. American Missionary in Ceylon. 

Published by the Massachusetts Sabbath School Socie- 
ty, and sold at the Depository, 24, Cornhill, Boston. 
Letters from Foreign Missionaries are always in- 

teresting—but they are sometimes above the under- 
standings of Children. This book, however, is writ- 
ten by Dr. Scudder, who has many years labored a- 
mong the Heathen in Ceylon; it is written purposely 
for Children, contains many very interesting facts a- 
bout the Heathen, which Children can understand, 
and which will enable them to know why they should 
give their little contributions for Heathen Children, 
and what good they may expect to result from their 
benevolence. The book is all interesting, but we can 
only copy the closing part of Dr. Scudder’s Address: 


Think of the encouragements also, which God 
gives to them whw labor with faith and prayer to 
spread the gospel of his son. I could tell you of 
such encouragements here. I could tell you of 
a number of heathen children in Ceylon who have 
thrown away their idols, I could tell you of several, 
who, I hope, are now in heaven. I will tell you 
of two, who formerly belonged to my schools. One 
was a little boy who wished very much to be 
baptized and taken into the church, and though 
his mother, who is a very great heathen, opposed 
him, he was resolved that he would follow Christ. 
When he was very ill with the cholera, the disease 
from which he died, she wished to make offerings 
to one of her idols, in order that he might be re- 
stored to health. But he told her not to doeo. 
‘I do not worship Idols,’ said he, ‘I worship 
Christ my Saviour. Ifhe is pleased to spare me 
a little longer in the world it will be well. If not 
Ishall gotohim.’ The last words he uttered were, 
as his brother informed me, ‘I am going to Christ 
the Lord.’ 

The other was a little girl. After she had 
learned many things about Christ, she not un- 
frequently read the Scriptures to the little girls in 
the school to which she belonged and prayed with 


tify against you, that you will not tell me, nay. | supplies all my necessary wants—preserves my 
I wish very much to meet you there in peace; | health, aud my life—and does me innumerable 
but I cannot expect it, if you are not willing to do | kindnesses, the value of which I never in this 
something for the heathen. I cannot expect it un-| world shall fully appreciate, and all these things, 
less you are even willing to go, should God call} too, without my deserving any of them; but of 
you, and convey the gospel to them. his own free mercy and goodness! Wondrous love! 
Very affectionately, J. ScuppeER. | untold mercy! how shall I ever be able to repay 
Chavoocatchary, May 21, 1834. him for all his goodness? But when I come to think 
ae of the sacrifice he has made for me, and for all 
other sinners, my heart knows not how to express 
rgErer pee its sentiments and feelings! What have J done, 
From the Youth's Magazine. |toq merit so great an expression of mercy, from 
LOUISA AND ELLEN, Him who could as easily have annihilated me, 

Louisa, and Ellen, her intimate friend and class- | by a single breath, as he can raise me to heaven 
mate, were accustomed to retire into the edge of | and to glory—who can live forever as happy and 
the woods, aftertheir evening exercises at school, las glorious without my praise and my songs, as he 
to admire the scenery of nature, and refresh them- | can with them? Surely I have done nothing to 
selves with plucking the beautiful flowers. They | deserve the pleasure of the countenance of the 
both were ardent lovers of the beauties of nature, | Almighty God; but, on the other hand, FE have 
whether these beauties were displayed in the veg- | done much to bring down upon my head his eter- 
etative plants and flowers, or in the sunshine of | nal displeasure.—Let me not think, that because 
day, or the moonlight of night. No employment | I pray, and read my Bible, therefore I deserve 
seemed to give relaxation to their minds, or im-| the mercy of God, and shall see his face in peace, 
part gratitude and glowing admiration to their because all this is self-righteousness, and all self- 
hearts, so much as joining hand in hand to hunt | righteous feelings will destroy the soul—they will 
after the wild flowers, that blossomed in the woods, not stand on that great and terrible day ofthe Lord, 
and to examine every new flower they found, in | when he will come to judge the earth.’ A rust- 
order to discover what was its striking beauty, | ling in the leaves before Ellen, aroused her from 
what economy and wisdom were displayed in its, her reverie, and casting her eyes up, she saw 
construction. Thus the devoted friends spent | Louisa hastening to her, upon which she exclaim- 
their leisure hours, in the afternoon of each day | ed, ‘ Dear Louisa, you havecome!” Inthe lapse 
except the Sabbath. As the evening shades began | of a few moments, the yourg friends were seated 
to set in, and the pale moon to climb up the beau- | upon a log, on a small elevation of ground, from 
tiful extended sky, they have often met in some | which they had a fine view of the adjoining mea- 
favored retreat, to converse upon some interesting | dow and woods, as well as of the clear, blue sky, 
topic that had previously engaged their minds, or | which by this time, was thickly studded with glit- 
to give some solemn reflections and admenitions | tering stars. Ellen, however, was so sensibly 
to each other, which might be suggested by the | affected by her solemn meditations, that she seem- 
surrounding scenery, or by gazing upon the can- | ed not so warm in her friendship, as she usually 
opy of heaven. Louisa and Ellen were so ardent-!did. These feelings soon gaye place to others 
ly attached to each other, and found so much plea- | more stirring in their nature. —Louisa’s mind had 
sure ip each other’s conversation and company, | been admiring the beautiful worlds that decorated 
that they contrived every arrangement they could | the skies, and the full, round moon, that shone so 
think of, to be together. One evening, when brightly, and apparently so affectionately upon 








NARRATIVE. | 





they parted at school, Ellen invited Louisa to | them to guide them safely to their homes. Louisa, 
spend the night with her, promising that she would | upon expressing what delightful emotions she had 
| meet her after tea, and take their accustomed walk experienced in contemplating that sublime view 
into the woods. The night was well chosen fora above them, communivated the inspiration to 
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Youth’s Companion. 








Ellen’s heart, and both of them seemed complete- | employed for our service, here on earth; but it is 
ly absorbed in profound thought. The silence was) still more delightful to think of joining with them 
soon broken by the sound of the town-clock, that | in the praises of our God and Saviour in heaven. 


told them the hour had arrived when they must} Then shall we sing glory to God in higher strains 
than we can praise him here on earth. 


leave these enchanting scenes, for the pleasures 
of familiar intercourse inthe house. With relac- 
tance they withdrew, and walked towards Ellen’s 
home, where they arrived in good time to join in 
the family devotion. 

Louisville, Oct, 23, 1835. 





RELIGION. 


Communicated for the Youth's Companion. 
PLAIN SERMONS FOR CHILDREN. 
SERMON IX. 

Luxe ii. 8—14. And there were in the same country, shepherds 
abiding in the field keeping watch over their flocks by night. And 
lo, the angel of the Lord came upon them, and the glory of the Lord 
shone round about them, and they were sore afraid. And the an- 
gel said unto them, Fear not; for behold I bring you good tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all people. For unto you is born this 
day in the city of David, « Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. And 
this shall be a sign unto you: you shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. And suddenly there was 
with the angel, a multitude of the heavenly hosts, praising God, 
saying, Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will 
to men. 

To you, children, as well as to the shepherds, 
were these glad tidings sent. For you was born 
a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. His name 
was called Jesus, because he should save his peo- 
ple from their sins. And is not this joyful news 
indeed, that Jesus the beloved son of God should 
come down from heaven, be born into the world 
a feeble infant, like one of us, that he might save 
us from our sins, that we might not perish, but 
have everlasting life? 

And you see there is not only joy on earth, but in 
heaven too; the holy angels, those kind and friendly 
beings, rejoiced to bring this good news to man. 
No sooner had the angel told the news to the shep- 

herds, but suddenly there was with him a multitude 


of the heavenly host, praising God, saying, glory; He has given you food to eat, and clothes to wear, 


to God in the highest! 
They sang glory to God, because he so loved the 
world as to give his only begotten Son, that who- 


soever believeth on him should not perish, but" bas given you the Bible; this is the reason why 


have everlasting life. They sang peace on earth. 
Jesus, the Prince of Peace, was now come to 
bring peace on earth; to reconcile guilty man to 
the blessed God, whom they had offended: to teach 
them to love God, to love one another, that they 
might be fit to dwell with God, and with his holy 
angels forever in heaven, These holy and bles- 
sed spirits rejoiced, to see instead of wickedness, 
hatred, and strife, righteousness and peace, and 
joy among men. They sang good will to men. 
When man was first made, the holy angels, these 
morning stars, sang andrejoiced together; but when 
they saw man rebel against his Maker, and con- 
demned to die, their joy was turved into sorrow. 
But they rejoiced again to see him restored to the 
favor and love of God, to holiness and happi- 
ness; to see the works of Satan, the great enemy 
of God and man, destroyod, and peace restored on 
earth. They rejoiced to think that good men should 
come from the east, and from the west, from all 
parts of the world, and dwell with them, forever 
in heaven. The friendly angels had often been 
sent down to do service to good men here below, 
but they never came with so much joy as upon 
this occasion. This was good news to the whole 
world: good tidings of great joy to all people; to 
the poor, to the rich, to the old and to the young; 
for all stand in need of a Saviour. 

Yes, children, to you is this salvation sent. 
And will you receive it with joy? With the chil- 
dren in the temple, will you not cry, Hosanna! 
blessed is he who cometh in the name of the Lord. 
Will you not join with the holy angels in saying, 
glory to God in the highest, on earth peace, and 
good will to men? Do they glorify God for 
his love to you, and can you be silent? Do they 
rejoice in the hope of your salvation, and will not 
you wish tobe saved from sin and hell, and to 
dwell with the holy angels forever in heaven? 

It is pleasant to think of the holy angels being 


| 


There we 
shall join with those blessed spirits, who cease not 
day and night, saying, Holy, holy, holy Lord God 
Almighty, which was, and is, and is to come! 
Then shall we join with thousands of angels, say- 
ing, Worthy is the Lamb that was slain to receive 
power and riches, and wisdom, and strength, and 
honor, and glory, and blessing. Blessing, honor, 
glory and power, be to Him who sitteth upon the 
throne, and unto the Lamb forever & ever. Amen. 
HYMN. 

Glory to God the holy angels cry, 
Glory to God let every heart reply: 
The Sun of righteousness now shines on earth, 
And peace returns at our Redeemer’s birth. 
Good will to men the holy angels cry, 
Good Will to men let every heart reply; 
Let hatred, strife, and wrath, be heard no more, 
And peace and love be spread from shore to shore. 
Glory to God, who sent his Son from heaven: 
For us a child is born, a Saviour given: 
He comes with peace and pardon from above, 
Andrules his people with the laws of love. 
Jests, the long expected Saviour’s come, 
Letevery heart prepare and make him room; 
Letinfant tongues proclaim his love abroad, 
Anc join to praise their Saviour and their God, 

iD cetemtanteieineetaietanneiodl 


Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
WHY YOU SHOULD LOVE GOD. 

You should love God because he has made you, 
and kept you alive, while so many around you have 
died. You should love him because he has made 
so many things for your good; he made the 
beautifw sky over your head; he madethe sun, 
moon aad stars which shine so brightly to give 
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you light, and the ground upon which you walk, 
and which brings forth such a varicty of fruit. 


kind*parents and friends to watch over you and 
provide for your safety, comfort and happiness. 
But you should especially love God because he 


your condition ig so much better than that of the 
heathen. You have often heard of the sad state 
of the poor heathen, and it is because they have 
no Bible. Some mothers throw their children into 
the rivers to be devoured by great fishes, or carry 
them into the woods and leave*them to be destroy- 
ed by lions, tigers, and wolves. Among the Hin- 
doos children are hung upon trees in baskets, and 
devoured by birds of prey, and others are starved 
to death. 


In some places people eat men, women and | 


children when taken prisoners in war. ‘* A few 
years ago an English captain of a ship, which had 
been wrecked on the coast of Sumatra”’—near 
where the missionaries were lately murdered— 
‘went into the country and saw a small round 
place fenced in, and supposed that it contained some 
live turtle or other creatures for food; but ah! how 
was he astonished when he found there two boys 
under the care of an old man, who told him they 
had been brought there by pirates (or water 
thieves) who used to steal chilaren and either sell 
them for slaves or to be fattened and eaten by 
cannibals. Two children, he said, had been so 
treated the day before. Captain Welsh (for that 
was his name) to preserve these children from such 
a dreadful end, purchased them at the price of 
one hundred and sizty-four dollars, and put them 
safely on board another ship. One of them, cal- 
led Thomas Chance, he put to school in Calcutta, | 
under the care of the missionaries, and one he 
c:rried home with him to England.” 





SABBATH SCHOOL. | 





Communicated for the Youth’s Companion. 


Letters to a Class, in a Sabbath School—No. 3. 


_Dear young Friends,—Should I ask you, indi- 
vidually when, and how you hope to spend eter- 
nity, you would undoubtedly answer, ‘‘ With the 
redeemed in serving God.”’ But how much have 
you thought of the society and employments of 
Heaven? Do you imagine that society congenial 
to your feelings? If it is, then Christians are your 
chosen associates, and your preparation for Hea- 
ven is commenced. But no; you do not pretend 
to have any part, with Christians in this matter 
yet; at some future time, you hope to be number- 
ed with them. Why should you cherish such a 
hope as this? Whatis there, in all Heaven attrac- 
tiveto you? In thought, leave this lower world 
and soar to the New Jerusalem. How its efful- 
gence blazes, and dazzles your eyes! Music, 
sweet as a seraph’s voice comes, in loud symph- 
onies, from the heavenly chorus. The gates are 
open, enter. Behold those countless throngs, 
clothed in white robes and chanting forth ascrip- 
tions of praise to Him that sitteth upon the throne 
and to the Lamb. Why do you not join these hap- 
py beings, in their delightful songs? But you wish 
toturn away. Have you, so soon become wearied? 
Alas! your eyes rest not on one object with plea- 
sure. Not a single sound, which can impart sat- 
isfaction strikes your ear. If you gaze upon the 
happy worshippers around the throne, you can 
feel no sympathy with them: for they are cleansed 
from all sin. Their rebes even, have they wash- 
ed and made white in the blood of the Lamb. 
You feel no desire to strike the song which they 
are singing; for it isthe song of redemption. You 
dare not look at Him who sitteth upon the throne, 
for you remember that ‘‘ He is a consuming fire,” 
and terror seizes upon you, lestthe Lamb should 
pronounce the sentence, ‘‘ Depart!’”” Now what 
is there, I ask again, in all heaven that is attrac- 
tive? Ifthere is nothing, why hope to go there. 
With a few moments reflection, I think you will 
be convinced that it is for some other reason than 
because there is anything there which pleases you. 
You believe that there are but two states in eter- 
nity, heaven and hell. Hell, you regard as an 
infinite evil. The thought of spending eternity 
there, youcannotendure. Youturn your thoughts 
to heaven, feeling that you must choose between 
the two, and your choice falls upon the latter. 
Now it is evident that you do not desire heaven 
on its account; for could you be made certain 
of living always here on earth, you would willing- 
ly renounce all your hopes and desires of going to 
heaven. Or suppose that heaven could be accord- 
ing to your mind; how different would it be from 
the heaven of the Bible! Perhaps your fancy would 
picture it somewhat in this way. There would be 
** sweet fields beyond the swelling flood,” the 
verdure of which is perennial, the flowers unfading. 
Upon these beautiful fields, a serene sky always 
smiles. The air is always mild, and always load- 
ed with the richest fragrance. Birds of the bright- 
est plumage warble forth their varying strains from 
every tree, and every grove is vocal with their 
songs. The inhabitants know not what it is to 
want. Amid the reciprocations of love and the in- 
terchange of kindly feelings do they pass their 
time. Pain and sickness, and death are unknown. 

This is but a mere outline, it istrue; yet is 
there anything, which you consider essential to 
your happiness, that is wanting in it? If there is, 
please to point it out. Now, do you not see that 
the heaven of your wishes is destitute of that, 

















Oh should you not, then, love God because you 
were not born among the heathen? should we not | 
love God and be very thankful that you have the 
Bible, pious parents and friends, and the Sabbath | 
school to teach you the way to heaven? and if you 
love God as you should, you will remember the 
poor heathen, you will pray for them, and do all} 
you can to send them the Bible L. D. 


which most endears the heaven of the Bible to 
the sincere Christian? It may be, that the hea- 
ven to which you hope to go exists only in your 
imagination, or that you only think of heaven as 
a state of bliss, without considering the nature of 
that bliss. But this will not do. As your views 
of heaven exert a powerful influence upon your 
character and your immortal prospects, it is of the 
utmost importance that these views should be cor- 
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rect. Will you not search the seriptures with | 
apecial reference tothis onething. In the gospel, 
where life and immortulity are brought to light, 
may you catch a glimpse of heaven. Go to this 
telescope, and with your eyes directed upward, 
gaze and meditate until heaven seems a reality; 
a glorious, an everlasting reality. 
Sa eeeainamnttitemiinean 
THE TWO SISTERS. 


In P were two sisters who labored as 
domestics. Though possessed of but little of 
this world’s goods, the eldest was rich in faith, 
and in the spirit of the Gospel; and she felt 
the most lively solicitude for the spiritual wel- 
fare of her sister, who was living in impenitence. 
Prompted hy this solicitude, and a sister’s affec- 
tion, she improved every opportunity, by conver- 
sation and by letter, faithfully to entreat her to 
seek au interest in the Saviour. 

At length, the impenitent sister became wea- 
ried with these constant entreaties, and requested 
that no more might be said to her upon the subject 
of religion, as it did her no good, but was only in- 
creasing her guilt. Ia accordance with this re- 
quest, the pious sister, though with great difficulty, 
concealed the anxious feelings of her heart; and 
did not address her again, on the concerns of the 
soul, for six months. 

After this length of time, the younger sister, 
when on a visit, (they resided in different families, ) 
said, 

“M , what’s the matter, that you don’t 
talk with me lately, as you used to?” 

‘* Because you don’t want tg hear me con- 
verse about the subject that lies nearest my 
heart; and I don’t know how to talk with you 
about any thing else. If you will introduce some 
subject, which is interesting to you, I will try to 
converse with you.” 

‘*] want,’ said her sister, ‘‘to have you in- 
troduce the subject on which you used to con- 
verse. I have not hada word said to me upon 
the subject of religion, for siz months. My 
teacher has never said a word to me about 
my soul, though she is professedly pious. She 








wonted cheerfulness. In this, he succeeded. 
When she returned, she had successfully banish-| 
ed all her serious impressions from her mind, 
Soon after her return, she was persuaded | 
again to také her class of little girls. Near) 
the close of the exercises, she ventured once 
more to question her scholars, in the same | 
manner that she had done before; and to her) 
astonishment, instead of one, she found four of | 
the children praying for the salvation of their 
teacher. The arrow of conviction was now | 
plunged too deep into her heart, to be extricated 
by human means. Nothing could now erase from | 
her mind the impressions which were made, when 


anxiously praying for her conversion. She found 
no peace, till she found it in believing in Jesus 
Christ. wb. 





BENEVOLENCE. a. 





Written Sor the Youth's Companion. 
“WE CAN PRAY FOR THE HEATHEN,” 
Last Sabbath, little John Henry G., only nine 
years old, heard adescription of the sad state and 
prospects of the Heathen. He was observed to 
be very still, and to give very good attention to 
what was said. He seemed to understand and 
feel that he ought to be very grateful for what God 
had done for him—while so many thousands had 
been murdered by their own parents, or doomed to 
alife of misery and to an eternity of wo! After he 
went home his good mother took him up stairs and 
questioned him about what he had heard. ( Just 
as all mother should do.) She was pleased to find 
that he remembered, and could repeat much that 
was said. Among other things he remembered 
that the speaker said ‘‘we can pray for the Hea- 
then, if we have nothing to give.”’ He felt that if 
he could not give himself, or his money, or do any- 
thing else for their good, he could pray for their 
precwus souls. And when his dear mother told 
ine this, I thought to myself that little John Henry 
G. might at least meet some poor heathenin Hea- 
ven, who weuld foreyer praiso God that such a 





explains the lesson very well; tells all about 
the geography, history, &c., but never makes 
any practical remarks. Now, I want to join 
your class in the Sabbath School; and I want 
to have you converse with me faithfully, as 
you do with the members of your class, and 
talk to me in private. If you don’t admit me 
to your class, I must leave the school; for I 
cannot any longer endure to be in a class where 
nothing personal or pointed is said to me on the 
subject of religion.”’ 

She was admitted to her sister’s class; and 
in a short time became hopefully pious, and 
united with the church. In the mean time, 
several others, in her class, were anxiously in- 
quiring ‘‘ what they should do to be saved.”’ 

[Agent’s Scrap Book. 
iceeeenemes iemeeennenmedl 


Sabbath School Teacher Converted. 


A young lady in , belonging to a dis- 
tinguished family, took a class in the Sabbath 
School. She was not pious. One Sabbath, 
after her minister had been describing the re- 
sponsibleness of the Sabbath School teacher, 
in language very impressive, she resolved to 
question her class more faithfully than she had 
been wont to do. Accordingly she asked one 
little girl ifshe prayed. She said she did.” 

‘ For what do you pray?” inquired the teacher. 

‘* I pray for you, ma’am,”’ answered the child. 

This reply, so unexpected, pierced her very 
heart with impressions of seriousness, from which 
she could not easily free herself. 

Her father, who was an opposer of religion, 
and naturally of a lively turn of mind, could 
not endure to see his daughter so dejected and 
melancholy. He sent her to ——, where she 
woud be thrown into gay and thoughtless com- 
pany, and, as he hoped, be ableto regain her 























youthful heart was inclined to pray for their salva- 
tion. 

Did you, my young friends, ever pray for the 
Heathen? Do you pray for them everyday? Do 
you wish them to become happy as you are, and 
go to Heaven when they die? 
get to pray for them, even if you have nothing to 
give, and can do nothing else to save them from 
the dreadful abode of hell. L. D. 





THE NURSERY. 

THE LOST PENKNIFE, 

‘* Father,” said little A. one evening, ‘* will 
you please to tell us a true story about your 
good uncle?” Mr. E. had often entertained 
his children with anecdotes, which he had heard 
his venerable relative tell about his own history, 
or that of persons with whom he was acquainted. 
Although A. and his sister had often heard these 
stories from their father, they always listened to 
them with new pleasure. According to his son’s 
request, Mr. E. then began. 

My uncle, Mr. P., was aman of prayer. It 
was as natural for him to carry all his concerns, 
whether great or small, to a throne of grace, as 
it is for you, my children, to tell your mother or 
me al] that happens to give you pleasure or pain. 
He thought nothing that concerned his comfort, 
too trifling to be made the subject of prayer. We 
should remember that things do not appear to be 
great or small, in the sight of God, according to 
our view of them. I believe that God is as 
ready to hear a little boy, who prays to him to bless 
him in his efforts to do a hard sum, or to learn a 
difficult lesson, as he is to hear a king, who prays 
for wisdom to govern his kingdom aright; ora 
general, who prays for success in defending the 
liberty of his country. It has been truly said that 
God is maximus in minimis, that is, greatest in the 





she learned that so many of her scholars were | finding his knife, for during the night there had 


Then do not for-| 


least things. Before my uncle became a minister 
of the gospel, he taught a school ina very desti- 
tute part of the western country. The school 
room was at some distance from his lodging 
place. One morning when preparing to go to 
school, he missed his penknife. He supposed 
it must have dropped out of his pocket the 
evening before, as he was going home. You 
may think that he might easily have repaired 
this loss by buying or borrowing another penknife. 
But it was not so easy a matter. The country 
was newly settled; there was not a store within 
many miles, and perhaps net another penknife in 
all the settlement. There was no prospect of 


been a fall of snow, and the ground was complete- 
\ly covered. What should he do? Without his 
penknife, he could not conduct his school, as writ- 
‘ing and arithmetic were the chief branches of 
education then taught. He set out for school 
with a heavy heart, but remembering that not 
la sparrow falls to the ground without our heavenly 
Father, as he went along, he made his trouble a 
| subject of earnest believing prayer. At length 
his mind was relieved, and he felt satisfied that in 
some way or other the Lord would provide. As 
he proceeded, he saw a man coming towards him 
on horseback, leading ancther horse by the bridle. 
When they got near him, the led horse suddenly 
started offthe road on to the footpath. When 
Mr. P. came up to the place where the horse 
had kicked off the snow, what was his surprise 
and joy, to see his lost penknife! He told me 
that he never had a more delightful sense of the 
| goodness and faithfulness of a prayer hearing God, 
|than on this oecasion. He went on his way prais- 
ing and rejoicing. [ Youth’s Friend. 





“MORALITY. 


From the S. S. Advocate. 
What I saw on Sabbath Morning. 


‘* What did you say father of the little boy, you 
|saw on Sabbath morning?” enquired little Henry. 
| I said, my son, that my heart was grieved to see 
the little boy following his father to the grog-shop 
on Sabbath morning. ‘‘ To the grog-shop, father; 
I thought there was no such place now, since the 
Temperance Society was formed.” I had almost 
\thought so too, my son. But as I was going to 
| church last Sabbath morning, I passed a little shop, 
| and it was open, and the owner had just stepped 
behind the counter to tap a barrel of rum, brought 
home late Saturday evening, and rolled to its place 
for Sabbath day use. ‘* For Sabbath day use, fath- 
er. Do they sell ram on Sabbath days?” I had 
hoped, my son, to bring you up where you would 
be exposed to no such contaminating influence. — 
But as I passed this shop, I saw a father just enter- 
ed for his morning dram, and his little son was 
running across the street just before me, as I sup- 
pose, to drink with his father. And as he was ap- 
proaching the door, he missed his step and fell up- 
on the frozen earth. The bruises he received, or 
his fear of losing his part of the dram by the fall, 
or both together, caused him to raise a doleful ery. 
This brought both the father andthe tapster to the 
door. On seeing me a little too near them for their 
comfort, they drew instantly back and closed the 
door upon that little fellow. ‘* Did he turn and run 
home again, father?’ No; it had been a happy 
fall for him, if it had taught him never to approach 
a grog-shop again. But he stood crying piteously 
at the door, until I had gone by some distance, 
when the door opened again, and he was admitted 
with oaths and cursings, such as grated upon my 
ear most discordantly with the spirit of the Sab- 
bath, and led me to hasten forward to join the 
songs of the sanctuary. ‘‘ O, how I pity that boy, 
father. Will he not learn to curse and swear on 
the Sabbath?”’ No doubt he will. You see how 
sad a thing it is to have wicked parents, and how 
one sin leads to another, and how the whole train 
of evils, rum drinking, Sabbath breaking, and pro- 
faneness, are handed down from parents to child- 





















































































Youth’s Companion. 











rea. My son, not only pity, but pray for such 
children, and avoid their course wherever you see 
them as the very worst of evils. F. 





NATURAL HISTORY. 





Written for the Youth’s Cumpunion. 
THE EIDER DUCK, 

Mother, didn’t you tell me that the sleeves you 
bought yesterday were stuffed with Eider down? 

es, I did. What made you think of it then? 

Why I wanted to know where it came from, 
and how they get it. 

Well, take your work, and sit down by me and 
I will tell you all I know about it. It isprocured 
from a duck called Eider, Edder, or sometimes 
St. Cuthbert’s Duck, which inhabits the high and 
icy latitudes of Europe, Asia and America, and 
feeds on animals and fish. It is said they are 
very abundant during ‘summer, in all the islands 
situated in the Greenland Sea. Their appearance 
in great numbers is an indication that land is near. 
Their nest is made on the ground, composed of 
marine plants, and lined with down of exquisite 
fineness, which the female plucks from her own 
body. The eggs are usually four, of a pale olive 
green, and rather larger than those of a common 
duck. Two females will sometimes lay their eggs 
in the same nest, in which case they are said al- 
ways to agree remarkably well. As long as the 
female is sitting, the male continues on watch | 
near the shore; but as soon asthe young are 
hatched he leaves them. The mother however 
remains with them a considerable time longer, | 
and those who have noticed them say, it is very | 
curious to ebserve her attention in leading them 
out of the nest, almost as soon as they creep from 
the eggs. Having conducted them to the water’s 
edge, she takes them on her back and swims a 
few yards with them, when she dives, and leaves) 
them on the surface to take care of themselves, | 
and they are seldom afterwards seen on land. | 
When the natives come to the nest, they carefully | 
remove the female, and take away the superfluous | 
down andeggs. Then they replace the mother | 
and she begins to lay afresh, covering the eggs with | 
mew down; and when she can afford no more, the | 
male comes to her assistance and covers the eggs 
with his down, which is white. When the young | 
ones leave the nest, it is once more plundered. | 
It is said they lay the greatest number of eggs in | 
rainy weather. 

Well, mother, how much of the down does one 
duck give? 

Why one female during the time of laying usu- 
ally yields half a pound of down—however I must 
mention that after it is cleaned, it is reduced one 
half. It is extremely soft and warm, and so light 














and elastic that two handfuls squeezed together | for they are sanctified by the Holy Spirit. But their 


are sufficient to fill a covering, which is used in 
the cold countries instead of a commop quilt or 
blanket. , : 

Do these birds fly fast, mother? 

At the rate of ninety miles an hour, my dear. 
In spring they swim in flocks, and in a fine day it 
is very pleasing to see two or three dozen of them 
sailing by. Being very thick of feathers, they 
sit high on the water, which adds to the graceful- 
ness of their appearance. Their flesh is much 
valued as food. And their skins are made into 
warm and comfortable under garments, so that 
you see, my dear, they make themselves very use- 
ful to us. 

Oh thank you, mother, you are yery kind, and 
I like very much to know where every thing that 
we wear is procured, 











EDITORIAL. 





LETTER ABOUT THE COMPANION, 

Mr. Witxts—I have received such valunb'e assist- 
ance, in my labors with Children, from your delight- 
ful litle paper, that I have been induced to prepare a 
few articles for its pages, one of which [ inclose. If 
you think it suitable, you will please to insert it. 








| sweet and fair. 





Your correspondent, who in a late number has giv- 
en us a history of the Visils of his Youth’s Companion, 
must not suppose that he is the only person, who con- 
silers it of sufficient value to keep it in circulation. I 
am acquainted with some persons, who keep their pa- 
pers pretty busy. I have the happiness to receive the 
numbers regularly, from a kind lady, after they have 
been read in her family. I introduce them to a so- 
ciety of little girls, who meet with me one afternoon 
in a week, to work for heathen children, who have 
no Bibles. Here they are read with great eagerness, 
and I trust with real benefit. It seems just the thing 
we want. Not content with hearing it read, the little 
girls often come at the close of the meeting, and ask 
to borrow the number to carry home. 

In the Sabbath School, I have a class of little boys; 
tione of them seem willing to be dismissed without 
one of the papers printed on purpose for childreu, and 
when they receive a number which has a picture, 
they are happy enough. 

After the papers have been read here, they are sent 
by mail to children in a distant part of the country, 
with whom it was, until a few months since, my pri- 
vilege and my happiness to live and to labor. As ju- 
venile periodicals are rarely seen there, I presume 
they are read with great avidity, and I cannot but 
hope thatsome of my little friends will be so much 
interested as to become subscribers. N. 





The communication to which our friend N. refers, 
is entitled a Dialogue between two Little Girls, and 
was published in our last week’s paper. It is gratify- 
ing to the Editor to hear such a good account of the 
Companion, which after being read in the family of a 
subscriber, instead of being destroyed, as we fear ma- 
ny are, was sent on a benevolent visit to others, who 
gave it such a cordial welcome. We hope this hint | 
will be improved by other subseribers—and also that | 
those friends of the Companion who can write short | 
articles that will be interesting and useful to children, | 
will follow the example of N. in that particular. 




















_ “MISCELLANY. ai 








The Flower Garden, 

What different beauties dost thou admire in the 
flower garden! One flower thou admirest for its rich 
fragrancy, another for its brilliant hue, another for the 
delicate texture of its petal: one for its stately growth, 
and another for its shape and lovely swell. ‘The gar- 
dener planteth not his garden with one of these alone; 
but, all together, they make his walks and shrubberies 


My child, God hath a garden: it is his church. He 
| walketh in the midst of it, and vieweth the different 
flowers, which are the saints. These are all beautiful, 


| beauties are not all the same; they have different gra- 
ces, as the Lord giveth toeach. ‘Thus did Abraham 
exceed in faith, aud Moses in meekness, and David 


to the Children in the School :—* Tell the Scholars,” 
said she, ‘that | have found the Saviour, and the 

must love him and pray to him.” Now, children, do 
you love him? Do you pray to him? You ought to 
pray to him every day; you ought to love him all the 
time, and then you will be happy when ~ come to 


dle. [S. S. Treasury. 
Another Short Story. 


A great many years ago, there lived a certain good 
man, in the midst of a very wicked people, and these 
wicked people hated him, and wished to have him put 
to death, but they could find no fault against him, ex- 
cept they found it *‘ concerning the law of his God,” 
that is, concerning his being so religious. Children, 
can you tell who that good mar was? If you can, we 
want you should try to imitate him, and live so that no 
person can find any fault in you, except it be because 
you are so religious, because you read the Bible so 
much, pray so much, and love God so much. : 








Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
‘*¢ Then I will pray for you, Pa.’ 

A little boy, about 8 years old, once asked his fa- 
ther why he did not pray for his children? The father 
gazed on his dear boy, sighed and wept, and said, 
** No wonder I have not prayed for you, I have never 
yet prayed for myself.” * Then I] will pray for you, 
Pa,” said the child. After this, the father and mo- 
ther learned and loved to pray, and all prayed toge- 
ther, and hecame good people. 

Youthful reader! have you learnt to pray? If so, 
do you pray for your father and mother? Do they 
pray for you? If they do not, let them hear your ear- 
nest prayers to God for their souls; it may melt their 
hearts, and the Saviour, who delights to hear your 
supplicating voice, may make your parents good and 
happy here, and fit them to dwell with you in heaven 
forever. L. D. 





‘¢ Now it is too late.” 


A young person once called upon an aged man, who 
was sick anid hastening to the grave. The youth spoke 
of the blessed Saviour, and the precious gospel; for a 
few minutes the man listened with serious attention, 
then burst into a flood of tears and exclaimed, ‘* Ah! 
my young friend, had I thought on those things thirty 
or forty years ago, what a happy man might I now 
have been; but now (wringing his hands) it is too 
late; hell must be my portion forever.” Dear youth, 
remember that you must die, and go into eternity: 

** Be wise, and make God’s favor sure;’’ 
** Be wise to-day, ‘tis madness to defer!’’ L. D. 








POETRY. 











Written for the Youth’s Companion, 
THE NEW YEAR, 
On swiftest wing has sped 
Another year, 
And with it to the dead 
Have many thousands fled; 
With joy or fear. 


Time seems his flight to speed 
As years glide by; 

To youth he does indeed 

With tardy steps proceed,-—— 
His stay we sigh: 





in holy warmth; thus do we find in Peter boldness, in 
Paul zeal, and in the beloved disciple love. These 
all make the garden of God fair and fragrant. 


When the gardener walketh through his grounds, 
if his eye lighteth upon weeds or sickly shrubs, he 
grieveth. The weeds in due time be rooteth up; but 
the sickly shrubs he tendeth and nourisheth, if per- 
chance they may‘yet live and grow. And if they an- 
swer not his care, they also must be rooted up. 

Alas, that in, the church, the garden of God, should 
be found so many weeds, the very same that grow in 
the common of the world. These are they, who pro- 
fess indeed the gospel of Jesus, but have neither the 
love of it in their hearts, nor its holiness in their lives. 
And these shall be rooted up. Alas, too, that — 
shrubs should abound in the garden of the Lord. 
These are they who, having received the grace of 
God, do yet show forth little of his glory in their ac- 
tions. These doth the great Gardener tend and «is- 
cipline, that they may again put forth flowers and dif- 
fuse a sweet smell. But, if they flourish not, shall 
not they also be rooted up? [Emblems for Youth. 





A Short Story. 
A small Sabbath School Scholar, about 8 years old, 
died very happy some weeks ago. A few hours be- 
fore her death, she sent this message by her Teacher, 








When this glad season’s o'er 
And cares increase, 
The joys we spurn’d before, 
We wish to taste once more, 
And days of peace. 


For memory loves to dwell 
On days gone by; 

And though the bosom swell 

O’er those we've bid farewell, 
With many a sigh, 





A mournful pleasure blends 
With sorrows past, 

| Arad Hope her pinions lends, 

To soar where sorrow ends, 
And pleasures last. 


May you, young friends, possess 
On this new year, 

Pure friendship’s sweet caress 

And joys that ne’er grow less, 
In hearts sincere. 


May Heaven your footsteps guide, 
While wandering here; 
May you in God confide, 
Till earthly ills subside, 
And bliss appear. D. 
































